S H A Kfi-SP HARES, 

I muft each day fay ore the very fame, 

Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine, 

Ellen as when firft 1 hallowed thy fairc name , 

So that eternall loue in loues frelh cafe, 

Waighes not the dull andiniury of age. 

Nor giues to neceffary wrinckles place. 

But makes antiquitie for. aye his page. 

Finding the felt conceit of loue there bred, 

Where time and outward forme would Ihew it dead, 
105? 

Neuerfay that I was talfc of heart, 

1 Though-abfence feem'd my flame to quallifie. 

As eafic might I from my felfe depart. 

As from my foulc which in thy breft doth lye: 

That is my home of. loue, if I haue rang'd. 

Like him that trauelsj returne againe. 

Juft to the time, not with the time exchang’d. 

So that my felfe bring water for my flainc, 

Neuer beleeue though in my nature raign’d. 

All frailties that befiege allkindesof blood. 

That it could fo prepoftcrouflie be ftain’d. 

To leaue for nothing all thy fumme of good. : 

For nothing this wide Vniuerfe I call, 

Saue thou my Rcfc.in it thou art my all. 

. “ no 

A Las ’tis true, I haue gone here and there. 

And made my felfe a motley to the view , 

Gor’d mine own thoughts, fold cheap what ismoft deare, 
Jdade old offences of affc&ions new. 

Mofttrue it is, that I haue Iookt on truth 

Afconceand ftrangelyrButby allaboue, — , 

Theleblenches. gaue my heart an other youth, 

And worle elfaies prou’d thcoiny beftafloue, ' 

Now all is done,haue what (hall hau«;ho end. 

Mine appetite I neuer more will grin’de 
Qn newer proofe, to trie an older friend, 

A God in loue, to whom.1 am confin d. 

Then 
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Then glue me welcome next my hcauen the beft, 

Euen to thy pure and moft moft louing breft. 

111 

O For my fake doe you wifli fortune chide, 
Theguiltiegoddcflcof my harmfull deeds,- 
That did not better for my life prouide. 

Then publick mcanes which publick manners breeds. 
Thence comes it that my name recciucs a brand, 

And almoft thence my nature is fubdu’d 
To what it workes in, like the Dyers hand. 

Piety me then, and wifli I were renu’de, 

Whiift like a willing pacient I will drinke. 

Potions of Eylell gainft my flrong infc<ftion. 

No bitternelFe that 1 will bitter thinke. 

Nor double pennancc to correct corredlion, 

' Pittie me then deare friend, and 1 allure y ce, 

Euen that your pittie is enough, to cure mce. 

It 2 

Y Our loue and pittie doth th’iinpreffion fill. 

Which vulgar fcandall ftampt vpon my brow, 

For what care I who C3lles me well or ill, 

Sb you ore-greene my bad, my good alow? 

You are my All the world, and 1 muft ftriue, 

T o know my fhanres and praifes from your tounge. 

None elfcto me,nor J to none aline. 

That my fteel’d fence or changes right or wrong, 

In fo profound slbifine 1 throw ail care 
Of others voyces,that my Adders fence, 

To cryttick and to flatterer flopped are: 

Marke how with my negledf I doe dilpence. 

You are fo ftrongly ininy purpofe bred. 

That all the world befides me thinkes y’are dead„ 

u 3 

^Tnce I left you,mine eye is in my mindc. 

And that which gcuernes me to goe about? 

Doth part his fun<ftion,and is partly blind? 

Seetncs 


